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1 


Yes.that is I 

I create little scrolls 
of hypocrisy 
I weave lies 

and cast them from the roof 
my window is a fissure 
in what the night sees 
where I go 

there are trees as skeletal 
as the hydra's lair 

can you lend me your old eyes? 

I want to use them 

for my afternoon clairvoyance 

your new eyes will serve you well 

they will bring you visions 

of Medici gold down the hidden well 

in the paisa 

under the sun of Florence 
let us resurrect 
the electric surge within us 
we had kept it hidden away 
in our alchemy flask 

now let us drink light 
now let us drink light 
and wear our emerald mask 


*** 
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Have you seen the Plutonium sun? 
the other one 
of Hydrogen 
is above 
Tuscany now 

we covet the dreams 

that illuminate 

we despise the dreams 

that infect 

like the yellow fever 

aluminum watchtowers 

glare in the spyglass 

the enemy is not what you believe 

the enemy will appear 

as a whisper in the empty room 

the enemy would have you believe 

it's all dreams 

but they are harpoons 

ethereal voices 
like bolts of lightning 
the antenna is struck 
ten thousand years 
of hieroglyphics speak 

the curtain comes down 
now you see 

there was always a curtain 
the curtain was always there 
concealing the garden 
of Pull Moon visions 
that are as real and present 
as the Cathedral’s bells 
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Within the morning fog 
the hog is a sinister trap 
of the muddy earth 
under our feet 

mortality does not deceive us 

the winds will stir up the sea 

waves breaking upon harriers of stone 

we are touched hy Poseidon’s wrathful hones 

as grey skies collide with our steeples 

our forest are dark and silent 

silhouettes move about 

the eyes will little catch them 

the mind will little realize 

the revelation 

we received the commission gleefully 
we shall sail towards the horizon 
and either live in golden riches 
or fall straight off the edge 
and down 

down the cosmic chasm 
down the void 

whose bottom is unrealized 
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The Sea Serpent 
is not awake 
the lake 

has frozen its eyes 

and you sought 

a nocturnal harmony 

in the light tower 

you’ll he surprised to find 

a new religion of silver and gold 

they speak of invisible things 

with invisible names 

they seek 

an invisible hold on the soul 

an we are still here unredeemed 
our hearts have said goodbye 
to the trumpets of angels 
stars invite us to their demise 

illusion 

I have seem you before 

you were the flicker of a candle 

in Assyria 

now the serpent men 

go back into the water 

when they'll reappear 

is a game of chance 


*** 
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Teach us how to hiss 
and instill fear 
with our fangs 

we are tinkers 

farmers 

yeomen 

we are not souls 

that operate the guillotine 

when nations 

are in need national razors 
it is a time to ask 
if your taxes offend 

we can make the streets violet 

or we can make them blue 

most of us remember 

when the comet 

threatened us with termites 

I’ve always had 
a sixth sense for sorcery 
aren’t you glad 
that the lion’s cage 
is sealed with a thread 


*** 
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My days have their own scarecrows 
and my nights their own bayonets 

I have heard the owl 

he announces 

that the king is fallen 

when the tempest hits us 
there won’t he time 
to contemplate 

we shall have 

such a vintage psychosis 

we will take to the forest 

in search of gingerbread caves 

but we will only find 

moss and mushrooms 

only then 

will we begin to grasp 
the prophecy 


and formations 
of tin soldiers 
will stare at us 
with unwritten eyes 
it is their duty 
to surmise 
the quickest way 
to usurp the emperor 
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There is a chasm 
in the center of the room 
the bottom is full 
of crabs seeking revenge 

one day soon 
we may find ourselves 
living at coordinates alone 
our shields will reflect 
Medusa’s ears 

it will be the fate of some of us 
to be door to door salesmen 
made of stone 

and we may become knighted 
yet more than likely marooned 
we will see black holes 
through our bedroom windows 
they will call to us 
if we open the window 
we will be pulled away too soon 
to where the albatross guides 
the Conquistador 


*** 
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Do not sting us 

you.armada of jellyfish 

it is simply the day 
the hour 

that we return to the sea 
for a time 
to clean the slate 

we shall disturb you for nothing 

and then we will he gone 

for we know the sea 

will not liberate us completely 

only the night can do that 

and only after 

we’ve run the gauntlet 

of its firestorm 


*** 
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I have seen you 
in the shadowy woods 
consulting the runes 

don’t you know 

that there is a danger in this 

don’t you know 
that the voices 
are always there 
waiting for you 

to open the gates to the psyche 

they will not leave you alone 

they will talk to you 

like monsoons through a funnel 

the runes could lead you 

over the cliff 

of a million judgements 

every moment of the day 
the empty air 
will make a sound 

leave the runes 

to the dust of old fields 

they have stolen hones before 
didn’t you know 
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At the end of the hallway 

there is a volcano 

it erupts anti-matter 

it devours prayers 

it eats vines 

it buries monuments 

it electrocutes operas 

it militarizes 

the Great White sharks 

it magnetizes gardens 

it uses pillars as toothpicks 

it infects astronomy 

with fanatical heliocentric zealotry 

it flattens cars 

it fossilizes windows 

it trains crows to he mercenaries 


at 
the 
end 
of the 
hallway 


it invokes 
Babylon's occultist 


it will fill our rooms 
with ivy 


it will dump our tea 

into the harbors of Atlantis 


then itself 
sink down 
into the sea 


*** 
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We laugh 
we laugh 

and we see the world 
through the eyes of asp 

we see pyramids glare 
on the plateau 

we see scepters 

fall from the heavens 

and melt like snow 

we see chariots 
race into the sea 

monarchy 
taken as a drug 
and the Moon 
will always preside 
over the ruins 


*** 
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The hue of the sky 

is now awash with complexity 

our industrial 
and fanged chasms 
exhale 

carbon monoxide incense 
for this ritual 

these unseen invaders 
will all drive us mad 
our heads will he filled 
with operas and symphonies 
in a mad dash 
for the electric tomb 

the windows being closed 
won’t put an end to this 

the new gardens will betray us 

thorns will imprison us 

our roses will become metallic 

our sunlight will become 
as bronze icicles 
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Let us steal the tongues 
of the lightless statues 
the dog-men 
of the haunted desert 


let us run 
into the vast void 
that holds no memory 
of the stars 


let us speak the words 
of the omen hook 

and drink 
to islands 
lost 

in the glare 
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I've eleven candles 
and not one to spare 

I seek to cast light 
where before 

there was only demonic air 

the lairs of these creatures 
like cobwebs 

these walls are compromised 
aligned to take the fall 
I am conspired against 
yet it is the crows 
who possess this hour 

and nightfall 

will shroud such imaginings 
with onyx stone 

there will be 
nothing left to see 
but for dragon bones 
which still hold a ripple 
of awakening 
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Mr. Sexton 

please find me 

the proper crypt 

for these hones 

they no longer have eyes 

yet can still see 

when the lightning is furious 

down these ancient rows 

where iron gates 

rise as steeples of slumber 

fathoms of time 

down to depths 

of the eternal mystery 

find me an abode 

to silence their unsettled voice 
to rest 

where winter rain 
will quicken nothing 


*** 
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It has been a month 

since the red Moon passed over 

its bright seas 
of illuminated dust 

an immaculate desolation 

do we not 

create such things of glass 
to compare it to 

glass can break 
but the Moon cannot 

we sometimes forget 
that ivy 

grows all around us 

the Moon has its own ivy 
but it is dust to 

its cathedrals are all dust 

its stained glass windows 

dust 

dust 

dust 
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There are voices 
all around 

just about everyone knows it 
except for the emerald palace 
they are too blind 
or too ignorant to care 

some time s 
they speak 
as crows speak 

with piercing dagger thrust 
into the ether 

’’take this elixir" 

"this is what we decree" 

"you should not believe 
what we do not believe" 

our idols 
our idols 
we adorn them 
with electricity 

our idols 
blaze 

like statues 
from a Roman dream 

our idols 

are kings and queens 
anointed by the Creator 

to rule.perhaps 

we are mystified by lies 

where is there to go 

when the haze surrounds all 




now 
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Steal these voices 
steal them 

take them to islands 
of mutineers 

drive them away 
with fathoms of beer 

drive them deep 
into the ground 
with corkscrews 

drive them off of the edge 

of the Flat Earth 

in a galleon full of eels 

our worldly eyes 

are in no such hurry 

to open doors 

to the hypnotic vortex 

of the astral 
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My night is full 

of hat eyes 

watching 

the red apple 

under the electric light 

it is not disguised 
it is right there 
in the open 
a red vessel 
of the Creation 

I have stolen 
green runes 
I have discovered 
marauder hones 
under castle stones 
and I have endured 
the curse 


*** 
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I am three omens down 
and one is still free 
lingering over me 
like an electric squid 

I see 

the empty chasm 
in its eyes 

and this last omen 
could appear before me 
at any time 

in other clandestine ways 

as a headless shadow 
at the door perhaps 

or as a serpent 

speaking of fatal enticements 

perhaps as a witch’s tree 
skele tal 
and ancient 
its roots 

sprouting through the soul 

until I am no longer 

my own reflection 

hut a collection icy branches 

cold and ominous 
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